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The Solemn Celebrations that have taken place in all the 
churches of the Passionist Fathers throughout 

Canonisation the world, on 18th October, remind us of the 
Jubilee, heroic sanctity, the apostolic zeal, the marvel- 
lous devotion to the Sacred Passion, and the 

inspiring and uplifting influence which St. Paul of the Cross 
exercised. He brought forth spiritual fruit in abundance and 
this fruit remains. His Holiness the Pope, in graciously 
granting special privileges and concessions for the occasion, 
has shown his earnest desire that the spirit of this illustrious 
Servant of God should be fostered and perpetuated. In the 
history of the Church it is noteworthy that whenever dangerous 
tendencies were gaining ground in the world at large, or in 
particular countries, whenever virulent opponents of truth and 
morality assailed the Church, sought to hamper its Divine 
mission and restrict its work for the salvation of souls, 
God raised up saints who by their pre-eminent holiness, in- 
defatigable labours, self-sacrifice and apostolic preaching 
stemmed the tide of irreligion. St. Paul was well fitted both 
by nature and grace to enter the lists against the impious 
Voltaire, and men of his stamp, in the eighteenth century, and 


198 THE CROSS. 


to combat the evils of that time. Th i 
es e power which he em- 
ployed to counteract the demoralising teachings of the age was 
es ae the world could not conquer—a power which is 
cu 
late to win the love of all hearts—the power of the Cross. 
It is well that the world should be i i 
reminded of what St. 
ran of the Cross preached and practised. We have the same 
irreligious spirit, materialism, depravity, injustice and mis- 
representation that were opposed to the Church when the saint 
went forth as an ambassador of Christ to confound the ex- 
eyes of error and avert moral ruin and disaster. While 
a Realist ees, zeal for the spiritual regeneration 
s native land, is charity took a wider scope, he 
iad the po of those nations sunk in PR and ly 
» wi e charity of Christ in his heart, offer s 
. . ed 
ne sacrifice for their return to the Fold. Tempest ies 
a world is to-day, it is well for us to think on such a noble 
i q to endeavour to imitate such an example, and to strenu- 
Ae ag D coats a ae as in us lies, the spirit ich 
. Paul of the Cross to acquire such a high 
of personal sanctification, and to achieve such great thee tos 
the betterment of humanity. ee 
* * * * * * * % * 
The importation of baneful literature into Ireland is an evil 
which threatens both religion and morality 
and certainly merits the strong condemna- 
ton eae poe address of His Emin- 
ence Cardina gue at the recent C - 
ence of pice Catholic Truth Society of Ireland. The EnS : 
owes a ebt of gratitude to the Society for the efforts made b 
on the poisonous effects of this demoralising class of 
7 goa Olga as scien healthy and informing reading 
i ple. seems, however, that the work of the Co 
NA E AE YOTA hampered by the absence Eel 
general support to which the Society has such i 
and we sincerely hope that the a m o A 
) : ppeal made by the Cardi 
a AA TORTE ar but that all Duis cen 
essity not only of discouraging harmf ding: 
but of supplying good literature, will cheerfully SS eet vc 


support a Society which h ; i 
L as ie such a strong and undoubted claim 
* * * * 


Catholic Truth 
Society. 


Consid 1 ; ‘ ‘ y ce 
onsiderable importance was i i 
p as imparted to, and increased in- 


bois aai terest in the deliberations of the Conference 
ice aroused, by the able papers on the great 
ion. ato of the day—the Social problem— 
ii te which is likely to become more acute in the 

i p: e are confronted on the one hand by the pow 
combine of the capitalist and the profiteer, whil Sa the 
other the voice of labour cries out for a livin We A hae 
enormous dividends which go to swell the Seal of si 
i le 


MISCELLANEA 199 


millionaire, while the hard wrought workingman very often 
can scarcely keep body and soul together, creates unrest and 
conflict destructive of social peace and harmony. ‘The wrongs 
of the sweated worker must needs be redressed. Pope Leo 
XIII. declared that the payment of a starvation wage was a sin 
that cried to Heaven for vengeance. In England, owing to 
the unprecedented demand for labour, arising from the present 
world crisis, the rate of wages has increased to such an extent 
that the workingman as a rule is able to cope with the high 
price of food; but in Ireland, where the old order is little 
changed, and the mill or factory hand has to subsist on a 
paltry wage, the worker’s lot is anything but a happy one, and 
with the lack of organisation, due in some measure to inability 
to contribute to a Society’s funds, the toiler is at the mercy of 
the capitalist and has to continue his unremunerative task or 
face starvation. In these circumstances and such dire 
exigency, there is the temptation for Irish workers to be lured 
into an alliance with alien societies, and to listen to the voice 
of the syren in the shape of the atheistic demagogue and 
agitator, who is a law unto himself, and who clamours for the 
rights of man at the expense of the laws of God. 
* * * x * * * * * * 

It would be an evil day for the Irish workingman if he were 
to seek the betterment of his lot through the agency of -anti- 
Catholic Socialism, which would seek to remedy the wrongs of 
labour according to erroneous principles subversive of right and 
justice, and at variance with the Divine law. In the 
Encyclicals of Pope Leo XIII. on the dignity and rights of 
labour we have a marvellous exposition of the lines on which 
the Catholic workingman may legitimately press his claims for 
adequate compensation for the labour of his hands, and it is 
according to the spirit of these Encyclicals that Irish workers 
should unite for their common good. The discussions on the 
Social question at the Catholic Truth Conference were particu- 
larly opportune, and if they result in quickening into action 
leaders of Catholic thought in Ireland and fostering closer 
study and application of Catholic principles to Social problems, 
then can the Society claim to have rendered a distinct service 
to the country, and done much to advance the true interests of 
the workingman. 

* * * * * * * * * Es 
An article appeared in the October number of THE CROSS 
dealing with the misportrayal of Irish character 
Trish and life. That these ludicrous attempts at repro- 
Dialect. ducing Irish dialect are still in vogue is proved by 
_ extracts, which one of our readers sends us, from an 
article which appeared in a London daily paper from its special 
correspondent in Ireland. The dialogue which this cor- 
respondent ascribes to Clare fishermen is foreign to this 
country, and is so vulgar that we are loath to transfer it to our 
pages. ‘Then 4 mystic ‘‘ Father Tom” is represented as 
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giving an answer to a question regarding his political opinions 

which we cannot believe was ever employed by an Irish priest 

When is this travesty of Irish speech and life going to cease? 
f * * * ¥ * * x 


Weare yery grateful to those readers of Tue Cross who have 
written to us expressing their a iati 

ah ppreciation of 
geen i our magazine. We regret we cannot reply to 

e Cross.” them a personally, and we ask them to 

accept this acknowledgment of their kind 

os That there are non-Catholics who are glad to have 
at T elevating reading, though emanating from 
; 3 olic sources, 1s proved by the following extract from the 
ë n of a non-Catholic, which an Aberdeen correspondent 
a s us :“ I don’t think (he writes) that I have ever properly 
told you how much I appreciate that magazine THE Cross. It 
ney pole ag I am sure has no equal in its own line 
lave just finished reading the Oct — : 
of it, and have passed it at i ree 


Romanus Sam. 


When troubles press on every side 
; Darkly confederate, 
When succour scarce may be descried 
__ To drive them from the gate, 
Still holds my heart the upper room 
Romanus sum, Romanus sum. 


- Nay, come what will, myself have trod 
*Mid catacomb and shrine. 
The Vicar of the Son of God 
Hath signed me with the sign. 
Myself have knelt at Peter’s tomb 
Romanus sum, Romanus sum. 


When phantoms of mistrust arise 
To shake my hope in Thee, 
To cheat my craven soul with lies 
And hide Thy ruth from me 
Yet wardest Thou the inner room 
Romanus sum, Romanus sum. ` 


H. E. G. Rorr, M.A. 
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Fhe Balue of the Mass for 
the dead. 


I 


O F all the means by which we are able to comfort the Holy 

Souls in Purgatory in their sufferings, and assist them 
towards their final happiness, the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass 
is by far the most efħcacious. , There is no other which can 
even nearly approach it, in the power of appeal which it 
makes upon the mercy and goodness of God. The Mass 
presents again to the eyes of the Most High an offering 
entirely worthy of His acceptance—an offering which, though 
offered by the instrumentality of human action, can never be 
sullied by human imperfection. It is the clean oblation pre- 
announced by the Prophet which would fulfil what all the oid 
sacrifices shadowed forth, but were powerless to effect. It 


~ is the unceasing oblation of the Lamb of God Who alone can 


take away the sins of the world. The Holy Mass, presenting 
to Almighty God a victim capable of expiating all sin and ali 
punishment due to sin, disarms Divine Justice by satisfying 
its claims and establishing its rights, and looking upon the 
guilty through the blood-stained’ features of His Beloved Son, 
He visits with forgiveness where chastisement was deserved. 
The souls in Purgatory are beyond the reach and power of 
the Sacraments of the Church; they can no more merit grace, 
nor, as we who are living, pay the debt of temporal punish- 
ment due to sins already forgiven by works of penance such 
as almsgiving, indulgences or fasting. For themselves they 
can but make mute appeal by patient endurance of their pain 
and privation. They are in prison for debt and must endure 
their term of imprisonment, unless someone is found to put 
into their hands the sum they owe. This is our privilege. We 
are enabled to pay their debts and hasten the hour of their 
liberty and happiness. Our faith teaches us that we can 
fulfil this splendid act of charity towards our brethren and 
friends suffering in Purgatory by our prayers and good works, 
but especially by the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. 


ET, 
To understand the superior excellence of the Holy Mass as 
a means of redemption for the souls in Purgatory, it must be 
remembered that the Mass is not only a supreme act of peti- 
tion, but that it is also a sacrifice of expiation. Of itself it 
pays the penalty attaching to sin, ‘The prayers we offer, the 
indulgences we gain, and the other good works we, perform 
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for the relief of the souls in Purgatory, are so many petitions 
offered on their behalf to the goodness of God. They produce 
certain but undefined effect. They do not in any sense of jus- 
tice pay the debt owed by the Holy Souls, but they plead with 
more or less efficacy for its remission, and generally in propor- 
tion to the worthiness of the suppliant. They are an appeal 
to the liberality and goodness of our common Father to blot 
out what still remains to be paid. On. the other hand, the 
Holy Mass offers Him the full solution of their debt. It pre- 
sents Him with that which is far in excess of all they owe, 
and thus gives them a much surer and stronger claim for 
mercy and forgiveness. ‘The greater and more acceptable 
excellence of the Holy Mass may be illustrated thus : if a man 
be cast into prison for debt, his friends may petition his 
creditor out of pure liberality to cancel the debt in whole or in 
part; or better still they may collect the amount owed, and 
going to the creditor present it to him, saying, “‘ Here is the 
sum of money due to you by that poor one who is in prison. 
Be pleased to accept it and order his release.” In a similar 
way when we offer our personal good works for the souls in 
Purgatory we beseech Almighty God of His infinite goodness 
to mitigate their pains, to fulfil their desires and to deliver 
them from the prison in which they languish; but when we 
offer the Holy Mass for them we offer Him that which not 
only sufficiently but more than abundantly compensates for all 
their debts, and which, if accepted by Him, would at once open 
the gates of Heaven to the soul for whom it was offered. 

But it must be observed that although the satisfaction made 
to Almighty God in the Mass is in itself of iniinite worth, 
inasmuch as it celebrates and applies to those for whom it is 
offered, the measureless abundance of the satisfaction made 
by Our Lord upon the Cross, the actual extent to which it 

„ diminishes or abridges the sufferings of the holy souls is deter- 
mined by the wisdom, justice and mercy of God. While it 
is certain and even infallible that they receive mitigation or 
abridgment of their pains, it is also certain that the punish- 
ment due to sin is not always and entirely cancelled by a 
single Mass. This is generally understood by the faithful 
who take care to have Mass frequently celebrated for their 
deceased relatives and friends. 

i FEE; 

_ The Holy Mass is also a sacrifice of petition or prayer, and, 
indeed, the most efficacious of all prayers both for the living 
and the dead. On the altar Our Lord as High Priest offers 
Himself and makes intercession on our behalf by presenting 
Himself in the state of Victim before His Father, and offering 
to Him for us His labours and pains, His wounds, His love 
His life of poverty and loneliness and obedience, His most 
bitter agony and death. The effects of this great and unceas- 
ing prayer, which ascends on high from the rising of the sun 
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until its going down, are felt by the whole Church, and all 
the faithful both living and dead; that is by all who are in 


` proper dispositions to receive them. But whereas we who 


live may be deprived of these great blessings through our own 
fault, through pride, worldliness and sin, the Holy Souls are 
always disposed and worthy of the Divine clemency and com- 
passion. In His office of High Priest upon the altar whatever 
Christ asks will infallibly be obtained. For them as the merci- 
ful and faithful High Priest He sends forth mighty acts of 
prayer and supplication which, as in the days of His flesh and 
because of His reverence and dignity, are infallibly heard and 
answered. 

To this must also be added the value and efficacy of the 
liturgical prayers of the Church. All the prayers. and cere- 
monies of Holy Mass have a special power of pleading and 
intercession, inasmuch as they are the expression of the whole 
Church as of one person, which is the Spouse of Christ,’ To 
the Church her Divine Founder has committed the priceless 
legacy of the great Sacrifice, and the prayers and rites with 
which she surrounds the oblation of His Body and Blood 


-have a special and distinctive power of intercession, In 


Masses for the dead all the prayers are directed to the relief of 
the Holy Souls in general, and in particular for those for whom 
it is especially offered according to the intention of the officiat- 
ing priest. During the Holy Mass also the prayers of the 
congregation, joining in the sacrifice, have greater efficacy, for 
they do not ascend alone but are borne and supported by the 
sacrifice. Around the altar the faithful unite their petitions 
with those of Christ and the Church, and these are carried 
aloft to the throne of grace on wings of power by Him Who 
prays and offers with them and for them. When we assist 
at Mass we take part in offering the sacrifice and our own 
prayers for the Holy Souls are of much greater efficacy than 
at other. times. In this case the more fervently one prays, 
the richer and more abundant the effects. Those who receive 
Holy Communion during the Mass participate more intimately 
and actively in the Holy Sacrifice, and being so closely united 
with Jesus Christ, their prayers have greater power and 


effect. 
IV. 


The tradition of the Church and the practice of the faithful 
from the earliest times declare the inestimable value of the 
Mass for the relief of the holy souls. In all the liturgies 
Memento or Commemoration for the dead finds its place, even 
as it stands in our present Missal. St. Cyril of Jerusalem, 
who lived in the fourth century, describing the rite of Mass 
in his day says: “ We pray forthe dead . . . since we 
believe that it will be of the greatest advantage if we, in the 
sight of the holy and most august Victim, offer our prayers 
for them. ‘The Christ Who was slain for our sins we sacrifice 
to propitiate the merciful God for those who are gone before 
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and for ourselves.” St. Augustine writing some forty years 
later declares that “ it must not be doubted that the departed 
receive help by the prayers of the Church and the life-giving 
Sacrifice; for thus it has been handed down to us by the 
Fathers, thus the entire Church observes it for those who have 
died in the communion of the body and blood of Christ, when 
during the Sacrifice their commemoration occurs at the pre- 
scribed place, prayers are recited and attention is directed to 
the fact that for them also the Sacrifice is offered.” Such 1s 
the witness of Christian antiquity, stretching across the centu- 
ries to our own day, to the one faith of the Church that the 
souls in Purgatory are assisted by the prayers and suffrages 
of the faithful and especially by the most Holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass. 

Holy Mass is therefore the surest and most effectual means 
of obtaining for the suffering souls of Purgatory alleviation of 
their grievous sufferings and abridgment bf their tedious exile. 
It helps them more than prayers and indulgences, more than 
fasting, or alms, more than works of charity and mercy, which 
the living offer for their comfort. Its value is inexhaustible ; 
for the numbers of living and dead who receive from its abund- 
ance do not diminish the perennial flow of graces which, 
having their source on the Cross of Calvary, are dispensed in 
various channels from the altar. For ourselves, for the world 
at large, for the payment of our debts to God, for all spiritual] 
and temporal blessings, for the greatest comfort to the loving 
ones who have gone before us, the Mass is the priceless and in- 
exhaustible treasury through which the everlasting fountains 
of grace and mercy flow. Reverent assistance at co-opera- 
tion in the great Sacrifice, is the highest act of religion we can 
perform, and the most fruitful and lasting in its effects. 

“Our fervent desires,” says the learned Tauler, ‘‘ should 
lead us to have a longing to assist every day at Holy Mass 
with the intention of assisting at all Masses celebrated 
throughout the world. All the fruitfulness and advantage 
wrought by the Son of God on the day upon which He died 
are daily to be found in every Mass. » At every Mass at which 
we assist we should endeavour to receive really or at least 
spiritually the Most Holy Sacrament, recommending to Goi 
in our prayers all whom in our love we bear in mind wheth.: 
living or dead. In this manner we participaté not only in the 
Mass at which we assist, but moreover in all the Masses cele- 

¿brated throughout the world.” 


STANISLAUS CURRAN, C.P. 
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Memoirs of Ardagh, 


BOUT four miles south of the town of Longford is 
A Ardagh, one of the most attractive little villages 10 
Ireland. A semi-circle of neat and picturesque dwe nng- 
houses with trim gardens surrounds a green in which a ea 
some clock tower has been erected by the Feather Ge. 
are the landlords of the place. On the opposite a eo tae 
green is the well-wooded demesne of Ardagh Manor, ny 
residence of Rev. Sir George Featherstone, clerey oe a 
poet. A handsome church spire raises 1ts head amids ; ie 
trees, and the whole place has the appearance of pas a 
comfort and well-being. It is a quiet sleepy village, a calm, 


: : Sera ie 
i orials and things of fame. Midir, one of the god: 
4 the Tuatha de Danaan, had his home on the wooded hiil 


i d 
i is first missionary journey through Ireland, an 
Eaa Pe: of which the old walls can still As a 
Oliver Goldsmith enjoyed the hospitality of the Featherstones 
in the Manor House yonder, and the amusıng abe to 
connected with his sojourn there—‘ ; the mistakes of A; night © 
—supplied him with the germ of ‘‘ She Stoops to onquer, 
one of the greatest comedies on the English stage. _ eae: 
The Manor House is little changed, one fancies, since, = 3 
smith’s time, and it remains still, as he described iy k ; je 
lay—“ a very well-looking house antique but cre ye r 
Local tradition preserves the story of his visit after ay o or 
ing manner. Goldsmith was returning homeward oe : 
school of Rev. Patrick Hughes at Edgeworthstown. ine 
lay through a country which was in these’ days almos ae 
passible for carriages, and a friend in Edgeworthstown len 
young Nolly, then a boy of sixteen, a horse for the eats 
and kindly gave him a guinea. The lad’s head was ge eye 
turned when he found himself mounted on a horse wi i 
golden guinea in his pocket. He determined that he a 
play the man, and spend his money in true traveller style. 
Accordingly, ‘instead of pushing directly to his ee ire 
Ballymahon, he halted for the night at Ardagh, whic “i 7 i 
few miles distant from Edgeworthstown. Accosting ve i 
person whom he met, he asked with a pompous air or ue 
best house in the village. Unluckily the person whom ; 
accosted, a Mr. Kelly, was a notorious wag, who was qane 
at the house of Squire Featherstone. Amused eae He 
consequence of the boy, and willing to play him a Jo : ; e z 
directed him to the Manor House, as the best house 1n 4 ne ; 
The simple and inexperienced country lad toók the big ve 
to be an inn, and riding thither he ordered his horse to be 
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taken to the stable, and strode into the parlour. Seating him- 
self at the fire he demanded what he could have for supper. 
On ordinary occasions he was awkward and bashful, but here 
he felt at his ease in his inn, and was determined to show his 
manhood and play the traveller of experience. His person 
was by no means calculated to carry off his pretensions, for 
he was short and thick-set with a pock-marked face, and an 
air and carriage that were by no means distinguished. ‘The 
Squire, a kindly gentleman, scented a joke, and endeavoured 
to indulge it, as he discovered in conversation that the im- 
perious young cavalero was the son of an old acquaintance. 
He told his daughter to assume the dress of an attendant, 
and. wait upon their intruding guest. When supper was 
served Master Goldsmith condescended to insist that the land- 
lord, his wife and daughter should partake of it with him, 
and ordered a bottle of wine to crown the repast and benefit 
the house. His last flourish on going to bed was to order a 
cake to be prepared for breakfast. He was not allowed to 
discover his mistake, until he was preparing to depart on the 
following morning, and he was clamouring to mine host in a 
loud voice for the bill. His confusion on discovering that he 
had been swaggering in the house of a private gentleman can 
easily be imagined ! 

The story is a whimsical one enough, but it is not a whit 
more whimsical than the many amusing stories that are told 
of the author of the “ Vicar of Wakefield’? and “The 
Deserted Village.” Some of the critics of “ She Stoops to 
Conquer,” on its first introduction in London, objected to the 
expedient as far-fetched, which was introduced as the central 
incident of the comedy, and they were quite unaware that the 
author of the play had vindicated by a youthful experience the 
probability of the strange adventure. Sir Walter Scott stated 
that it was remarkable enough that he himself was acquainted 
with another instance of the kind which took place, however, 
in the middle rank of life. 

It is a far cry back from the days of Goldsmith to the dawn 
of Christianity in Ireland, and the days of St. Patrick, yet 
both of these recur to the mind as you stroll through Sir 
George Featherstone’s demesne. At one corner of it, in an 
old churchyard, there are still the walls of an ancient church 
built of the massive stones that are characteristic of the early 
cyclopean architecture. It is a small structure with a square- 
headed doorway, and some of the great stone blocks that have 
been used in its construction are six or eight feet long. This 
old church is one of the very few churches of the fifth century, 
of which we still preserve any traces, and it was founded by 
St. Patrick. The “ Tripartite Life” of the Saint tells ts 
that when he left the kingdom of Meath, on his journey 
through Ireland, one of the first places visited by him was 
Teffia, a sub-kingdom of the royal province, which embraced 
the present County of Longford. Maine, prince of South 

Teffia, a son of Niall of the Nine Hostages, resided at Ardagh, 
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ick, in accordance with his usual practice 1n visit- 
~ aaa e ak went to the dun of the ee ei 
chieftain’s dun was usually built on a commanding cig i 
and Ardagh, as its name (Ardachad—“ high field ) imp pe 
occupied a high position, and gave a nice pronn Sver ae 
lands of Teffia. St. Patrick baptised Maine, W 10, gre a 
Ardagh as the site for a church, which the Saint i be (a 
the charge of St. Mel, the first Bishop of Ardagh, oe iH wp 
Melchu; his brother, who had accompanied a Riiki 2 
Ireland from Britain. The. church has another e Wid Be 
great days of Irish Christianity, for it 1s sagas 1a a 
Brigid, the “ Mary of the Gael,”’ received the vei te : 
the hands of St. Mel, and ag oe E oy m oe 
the great convent of Kildare. e ruins o | ee 
with stones that have fallen or been pulle 
aie pon gene e i and weeds, and more care par 
be taken in preserving the few vestiges that still ai iD ie one 
of the oldest monuments of the Christian Faith DEn ve iy 
A short distance to the west of Ardagh is the Hı i AE 
Leith, greatly famed in Irish Mythology. oe people Ns: 
live in the neighbourhood appear to have lost a TEP 
the identity and WAE A j place, AE iat i eae y 
i. ntain,” “Arda ountain, M 2 
Tn A alarina time it ka called “ Slieve Golrig,”” from as 
name of the district in which it is situated, and i hie ii 
that first identified it with the Hill of Bri-Leith, w 4 is ha 
constantly referred to as the resort of the gods in the pagi s 
legends of Ireland. It rises to a height of only are ied a 
dred feet, so that it is only by contrast with the otherw PiS 
plains of Annaly that it could be dignified with the appa a No 
of a mountain. It is only those who have not seen the ek : 
who, in accordance with an old ‘Spanish proverb, moye ine 
the glories of the moon. The view from the inal sh a 
Midlands of Ireland is one of surpassing beauty. > ou g 
you stretches Lough Righ, studded with islands, n yoy S 
the Shannon winding in its course through a flat, boggy 
country to Athlone, of which the church steeple $ PARE p 
the naked eye. Beyond the Shannon are the blue j he 
Galway, and in the far distance the Keeper hills rise m b 
southward. To the north lies Cairn Clonhugh, 3 am a 
mass set down amidst the ancient territory of Anna 7 s 
moat of Granard, and the wooded hills that WOT pug 
| Derravanagh. The strikingly shaped mountains of ; tier me 
Leitrim that bound the distant horizon are invested re 
mellow and ever-varying colour, which only the Iris a mo 
phere can give to. remote objects. Northward or ee mee 
the whole scene is strikingly lovely, and Pe y: a 
travelled over this ground when he was engaged on nis ih 
of St. Patrick, considered that he had never. seen a mo 


enchanting view. 1M pile gar) 
(To be continued.) 
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Jn the Days of the Wild Seese 


A Tale of Sarsbiels's Times. 
By GREGorY Barr (Author of “ Retribution,” &c.). 
CHAPTER III. 


HEROIC DEFENDERS. 


GLEEP was banished’ from Castle Mor during this fateful 
night. 

Shortly before daybreak The O’Driscoll assembled his 
family in the great hall, with O’Shaughnessy : he gave his 
final directions to the latter, who then withdrew. ‘lenderly 
the father embraced his seven sons, each of whom knelt for 
his. blessing. 

To the five eldest, Conor, Diarmid, Donal, Brendan and 
Finbar, The O’Driscoll assigned special posts in the defence 
of the castle. 

Turning to the two youngest, Patrick and Brian, he said: 
“I assign to you two lads the charge of assisting and of 
guarding your mother: do not leave her side, except to 
execute her commands. I and your brothers will defend the 
castle to our last breath. Should we fall, I command you to 
bring your mother through the tunnel, the secret entrance 
of which is known to Darby Finerty. A faithful friend will 
meet you at the end of it and will conduct you to safe keeping 
until you can flee to France.” 

Here his wife threw her arms round his neck, protesting 
that she would die with him, that she could not survive him. 
Tenderly embracing her, he reminded her that it was her duty 
to save these two boys, and that if she wished him to die 
happy she would not resist his wishes. 

Fearing to unnerve his sons if this interview were prolonged, 
he tenderly dismissed them and mounted the winding stone 
staircase which led to the roof. Madame O’Driscell accom- 
panied him. i 

The eastern sky was Bleaching, pale streaks appearing 
through the dark veil of night : gradually these spread into 
broad bands, to be flecked soon with rose-colour : a sea of pale 
green replaced the dark clouds until the whole sky shimmered 
between white, green, crimson and finally gold, as the lordly 
sun arose to crown the glorious scene. No sound was heard as 
husband and wife stood together for the last time on the proud 
battlements : each felt it was the last time, but love made each 
feign confidence. 
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On the distant horizon a cloud of dust appeared. Too surely 
was its meaning apprehended. ‘The dust cleared off and the 
red-coated soldiers could be seen marching steadily, with all 
the panoply of war, towards the doomed castle. 

In front two large and powerful cannon could be seen. A 
halt was called, and the two leaders approached somewhat 
nearer to the castle to settle their plan of attack. 

After a brief consultation, orderlies were sent through the 
ranks; tents were raised, and a camp formed out of range. 
No further move was made for some hours, after which an 
officer bearing a white flag rode up to the castle; he sounded 
a bugle. All the defenders were at their appointed posts 
behind the loop-holes in the castle walls. The O’Driscoll was 
about to appear at a window to answer the haughty summons, 
when O’Shaughnessy, fearing treachery, interposed, remind- 
ing the Chief that were he to fall now all would be lost. The 
latter reluctantly permitted O’Shaughnessy to go forward. 

‘““ What is your business?’’ he demanded shortly. 

“ My commands are to treat with no one but the Com- 
mander, and not with a beardless boy.’ 

“ State your business and begone,” was the reply. 

“ Then our terms are these : if your master and all in this 
castle leave it within an hour, bringing away nothing save 
wearing apparel, the lives of all shall be spared; if these terms 
are rejected, no quarter will be given. 

O’Shaughnessy glanced back at his master, in whose flash- 
ing eye could be seen the reply. 

“ Bid your master keep his terms until they are asked. 
Meantime our reply is ” firing his pistol in the air. ‘‘ The 
next messenger will receive such an answer.” 

O’Shaughnessy had barely time to spring aside to avoid re- 
ceiving in his heart the bullet sped by the treacherous envoy. 

The besieging party invested the castle on three sides, one 
hundred soldiers facing each side and three hundred remaining 
in reserve. 

_As many trees as possible had been cut down in the vicinity 
of the castle in order to deprive the enemy of cover, but unfor- 
tunately the time was so limited that many still remained, and 
the soldiers used this advantage skilfully. i 

As has been said, the entrance-door was carefully concealed, 
but as the space before it was the most exposed, the besiegers 
were moving one of their howitzers into this position when 
they were absolutely riddled with shot and shell from the field- 
piece within the castle. At least twenty of their men lay dead 
or wounded in the open space. The besiegers hurriedly re- 
treated, whilst a ringing cheer rose from the little garrison. 


Ten men were ordered to move the gun to a less exposed 
position ; the fate of their comrades deterred them, and there 
was some hesitation about obeying the order, when Major 
Krag drew his pistol in a fury. 
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“ Curses on you for a parcel of cowards,” he cried. ‘‘ Obey 
or I will shoot dead every poltroon.” 

The men sullenly advanced, but were at once shot by snipers 
from the port-holes. 

“ By jove! there is no tyro in command here; L think, 
Krag, this castle won’t fall into your maw like a ripe plum,” 
sneered Colonel Bret, who was chafed at having been done out 
of the coveted prize by a mere throw of the dice. 

“ Confound you, stop this-rot and advice a fellow how to 
circumvent these blackguards. I suppose there are hundreds 
sitting safely behind these strong walls and thirty of our best 
men laid low.” 

What would Major Krag have said had he known that there 
were at most only forty-five strong men to defend the castle, 
with a few male servants; add to these fifteen who had been 
wounded at the Battle of the Boyne, and who could now only 
give help by such light work as loading rifles—the rest 
of the inmates being women and children? He would have 
held his opponents in scorn, forgetting that love of faith and 
country can nerve to heroism. 

Notwithstanding Colonel Bret’s chagrin, he was too good a 
soldier to submit tamely to defeat. He advised the Major to 
leave the howitzer where it was for the present and to remove 
it under cover of night; meantime to place the other mortar 
where it could play on the walls without being itself exposed. 
This was effected without any casualty, though no apparent 
effect followed upon the bombardment, the shells taking no 
effect on the enormous strength of the walls. 

Suddenly a rain of grape and canister ploughed the ground 
at the left side of the castle, killing and wounding many men. 
Some of the besieged, anxious to see the effect, appeared at 
the windows. 

“ Now, men, there is your opportunity,” cried Bret. 

A shower of bullets poured in and stilled many a gallant 
heart ; amongst others, O’Shaughnessy fell fatally wounded. 
ae loss was well-nigh irreparable ; he had been a host in him- 
self. 

_ The O'Driscoll, mourning sincerely for the loss of his brave 
lieutenant, ordered the others not to expose themselves. 

No other attack was made that day. When morning broke 
it was found that the howitzer had been withdrawn. A new 
form of attack was adopted. All the trees remaining within 
range of the castle were occupied by snipers, who thus com- 
manded every opening in the walls and instantly shot down 
every man who appeared. 

The poor little garrison was soon wofully reduced. 

The besiegers resolved to make an assault at nightfall by 
means of scaling-ladders. ‘They had noticed smoke ascending 
from one of the chimneys; they concluded that this was over 
the living rooms and the kitchen. No firing had been per- 
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ceived from the window beneath this chimney. So this was 
the point they aimed at. 

It so happened that the wounded and a number of women 
were in an immense chamber here. A large cauldron of boiling 
water was always kept here to prepare drinks for the wounded. 
Several of these were awake, and one said to his neighbour : 
“T hear some noise, a subdued sound—hist p?—as something 
like a pebble fell to the ground. 

One of the women went to the window and looked out very 
cautiously. She saw a huge ladder being planted against the 
wall just under the window. Communicating this fact to the 
wounded man, he asked softly could the women lift the caul- 
dron of boiling water? ‘ They could. He directed them to 
wait until there were soldiers on the ladder and then to tilt 
the boiling liquid down on them. 

Yells and shrieks of execration were heard. ‘The women 
seized burning faggots and flung them down. This completed 
the rout ; the ladder fell, crushing many. The garrison rushed 
to the window and sent grape and canister down into the 
mélée. 

“ PI give up this infernal siege; it is hopeless,” groaned 
Major Krag. 

No!” replied the Colonel, “ you must make one more 
attempt; if it fails we are undone. Come to my tent and I 
shall unfold my plan.” 


(To be continued.) 
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We have received ten shillings from A. Murtagh towards the expenses of 
the Canonization of Blessed Gabriel; and from M.R. and D.G. Bolton, three 
shillings towards the expenses of the cause of Gemma Galgani. 

The above donations, for which we are sincerely grateful, will be duly 
forwarded to the Postulator at Rome. 

Contributions towards the expenses of the Causes of Blessed Gabriel and 
Gemma Galgani, and favours received through “their intercession, will be 
gladly acknowledged in these pages. 


TO OUR PROMOTERS.—In answer to inquiries made from time to time, 
we think it well to let supporters of this magazine know that all our supporters 
and promoters participate in the benefit of four hundred and thirty-four Masses, 
specially offered every year for benefactors by the Fathers of this Province, as 
well as in the prayers, penances and good works performed daily by all the 
members of the Congregation of the Passion. 

. Those who are willing to become promoters are requested to write to. 
The Manager, Orice of ‘ The Cross,” Mount Argus, Dublin. 
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Sather O’'Srowncey. 


The patriotic priest died a quiet and holy death on the 18th 
of October, 1899, at the Mercy Hospital, Los Angeles, forti- 


_ fied by the rites of the Catholic Church, clasped by more than 


one Irish hand, and tenderly attended by the Sisters of 
Mercy, among whom an occasional daughter of Erin moved. 
At the time of his death he was thus in the thirty-sixth year 
of his age. Ten year he had spent in the Sacred Ministry. 
A little more than the decade of his priestly age he laboured 
publicly in the genuine cause of his country, and though 
actually five years of that time were passed in physical suffer- 
ing, and far away from the land of his love, he served her 
fervently and faithfully even to the last hour. 

Almost immediately after his death, Mr. Brannick began to 
seek a fulfilment of Father O’Growney’s dying longing for 
an Irish grave. Through his agency, active communication 
between the Gaels in America and Ireland was, at once, 
established. But four years ensued before the home-sod had 
closed over the coffin. By the middle of the year 1903, how- 
ever, arrangements had been completed, and in September 
the grave in Los Angeles Cemetery was opened. There they 
found Father O’Growney as composedly as they had left him 
nearly four years previously; the body in a wonderful state 
of preservation, and the sacred, shrouding vestments almost 
free from discolouration. 

The first obsequies had been quiet, but the funeral which 
now passed through the shade of the mighty Rockies has 
been accredited as one of the most remarkable processions 
which the United States has known. At all the great cities 
en route, including San Francisco and Chicago, the cortege 
halted to be met by the assembled Irish of the place, who 
bore the remains to the Cathedral, where, in every instance, 
the Bishop presided at a Solemn Requiem Office and High 
Mass. Eloquent too were the panegyrics which exiled Irish 
priests preached on those occasions. At New York, where 
the final American scenes were enacted, the first man to lay 
hands upon the coffin was an emigrant from Meath who had 
served Father O’Grown¢y’s first Mass. Im another Meath 
exile I feel that I was personally represented on that occasion. 
A cousin, then in the household retinue of the Archbishop of 
New York, silently shed a tear at the catafalque. 

At this point Father C. P. Yorke, the eminent Irish-San 
Franciscan priest, and a Maynooth confrére of Father 
O’Growney who had but then returned to America from a 
visit to Ireland, was first among the mourners. 

Under the Irish skies at Queenstown, Cork, and along the 
line to Dublin, the American scenes were re-enacted, John 
McNeil, Dr. Hyde, and all the figures of the revival were 
among those who accompanied the remains, 
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1 remember how I, a boy of sixteen, who had grown 
‘a eae of the public and personal memory of Father 
O’Growney, eagerly awaited the coming of the cortege at 
the Kingsbridge terminus on that drizzling reve’ even- 
ing, September 27th, 1903, my great regret being met my 
grandfather—that grand old man who had taught me 
and who alike had encouraged the young a yee E 
had died fulltwo years before. I followed in ie 
great surging throng to the Pro-Cathedral, where the 
remains lay overnight ; and I was a figure air at 
fellows on the following day, when thousands of Iris 
‘men, women, and children bore all that was mortal of Eugene 
O’Growney around the city to the Broadstone, en route for 
Maynooth, for there in the College grounds he has been | 
laid in a spot now marked by a plainly-built mausoleum. S 
In the Parish Church of St. Laurence, Athboy, where this 
hero of heroes was baptized, a holy water font has been 
inscribed to his memory in simple, affectionate terms. In 
simple affection, too, does he yet live in the hearts of a faith- 
ful few. Many Irishmen, alas! stand unmoved at the qer 
tion of his name. No city monument emblazons the height 
of his virtues; no seriously written tome extols his life, or its 
works., But happily, here and there, through this fleet- 
minded country of ours, there are some grateful souls yit 
strive to keep untarnished that great epitaph, which s 
immortal Davis himself had assigned him, for thoug 
not yet indelibly “ written on his country’s mind, Eugene 
O’Growney “‘ served his country and loved his kind. 


E. P. CAREY. 


The Last Mass at Femptle- 
na=Skellig. 


i AS ancient priest, lean and withered as a wind-bruised 
eron, crept down the rugged steps from the chapel 
to the shore of the lake. The dawn came fast, but the day- 
star burned yet, palpitant above the slender cone of the tower, 
in the woods eastward. As he descended, two wild swans 
rose with dolorous clang, in a vast spiral into the transparent 
air; while they clomb, their wings suddenly struck the first 
shaft of the sun; they swept from the cold half-light into ne 
strength of day, and disappeared. It is the spring,” he 
thought, even in his gid disciplined heart. They are 
_they go to beget their young. 
Peres pes a Coder from the pines, upon the northern 
shore; he shut out the waxing day with emaciated hands, 
peering dimly to the further bank. A coracle of hide sprang 
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from the ebony shadow of the trees, and shot into mid-lake, 
now flushing as a moonstone under the dawn-rack. Within it 
sat a lad, yellow-haired and hazel-eyed, driving his paddle 
vigorously, violating the breast of the lake as the swans had 
ravished the silence, within the charmed circle of the hills. 
He reached shore, and stood beside the priest. 

“ My father, the Gall is in the glens! He goes east, by 
Laragh and Annamoe! ‘There is smoke before him, and fire 
behind him! My people host up Glen-mac-an-ass to the gap 
aboye the fall—let you come with us—to the west of Ath- 
cliath, into Meath of the kings; there we shall be safe awhile.” 

The hermit looked upon the grave, keen-blooded’ boy. 
‘““And if I go,” he said, “ who shall sacrifice to God among 
these hills? ” 


“ But, and you stay, who shall lead my people in prayer, 
who shall teach me the Latin? ” 

“These things may be done in Meath of the kings, even 
as in the valley of two lakes: Let the young live, that sha'l 
beget young: the old shall sacrifice—but now there may be 


no responses.” And the dim eyes grew dimmer, with a 
sudden rising of tears. 


“I will stay, my father,” said the boy. 


the Mass be done fairly, for is it not the Easter to-morrow ?”” 


_ _ My son, I bid you go, that you live, to beget more that 
shall be like you, to go against the Gall in the years to be.” 

“Tf that be God’s will I go—but, oh my Father, I have 
loved you! ’’ There came a break in his voice. 

The priest trembled : “ That is the will of Almighty God,” 
he whispered, and crept back up the worn steps. 

He crossed the little space about the church to pass under 
the western door : he did not turn, he did not see how the lad 
went slowly to the coracle, sad that there were no warm fare- 
well. His trouble was upon him, his temptation, that not the 
fast and penance of years might overcome—the desire of a 
child, of a son. He had hidden tenderness under zeal for the 
white souls of little lads; yet because those small hands came 
to be laid too strongly upon his heart, he passed from the 
cathedral community to this desolate eyrie. Hither had come 
daily, one yellow-haired, hazel-eyed boy, bringing bare neces- 
sities for the body, making responses at Mass, learning of God, 
and the Latin tongue. Now that one bond, so sweet it might 
well seem sinful, was broken—and he was alone. 

It was his hour of dereliction; he fell before the altar; he 
prayed, but the words were as dust upon the tongue. One 
cry came in his ears—in abandonment he put up the same cry 
to heaven: ‘‘ But oh, my Father, I have loved You!” The 
day passed to the prime, to fail in a red windy west. He 
rose, shivering, and passed outside the chapel. The east was 
in travail of a waxing moon; across her face rose a thin, 
wavering spire of smoke; from the woods about the tower 
came cries, and violent sounds. ‘The Gall had come: St 
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St. Martin of Fours, 


THE POOR MAN’S FRIEND. 


goru doubtless say that all God’s saints are the friends 
i Pafin, poor and of the distressed, yet there are some of 
“aa bers who in a very special way have excelled 
lee 7 eeds, and more than human love and compassion to 
tl ee, Henne and sorely afflicted brethren. Martin of Tours 
Or es in, Me the Tourangeaux generally called him, 
hay se i number of those gentle and charitable ones and 
ee y be permitted to say, their leader and chief. 
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the extra pay, called donatium, and going straight to Con- 
stant, the second son of Constantine the Great, at that period 
ruler over Gaul, St. Martin said : 

“ Hail, Cæsar! Ihave fought for you in the past, but in 
the future I will fight for Christ only ; therefore | will not take 
your money. I am from this moment Christ’s soldier, and I 
cannot shed the blood of his children.”’ 

Constant was furious ; he accused Martin of cowardice, and 
refused to allow him to absent himself from the impending 
battle. 

“Tn that case,” replied Martin very quietly, but very reso- 
lutely, “ I will, unarmed, lead my cohorts against the enemy. 
I will ride at their head without sword or buckler, bearing 
only the Sign of the Cross.” 

Constant took him at his word ; but in the morning the Bar- 
barians sent an embassy with offers of submission and peace. 
The offers were accepted—Martin was free. 

No longer a soldier of Cæsar, he was from henceforth a 
soldier of Christ. 

After many wanderings, during which he showed himself 
kind and gentle, full of overflowing charity to all creatures— 
to the little dumb beasts as well as to all mankind— 

‘© Martin a pitie ’eer 
De la petite beste mue a 


—he finally arrived at Tours and entered, sorely against his 
will, into his bishopric. Against his will, for it was by 
stratagem the citizens succeeded in inveigling him into Tours 
and electing him Bishop. 

Martin had ever been the poor man’s knight, the friend of 
the humble toilers, the steadfast upholder of the rights of the 
people, and the good ‘Tourangeaux insisted that he should 
be the poor man’s Bishop. 

They had their way, and for many years he laboured 
among them, proving himself more than ever the poor man’s 
friend and champion. He was at every man’s beck and call, 
ready and willing to help and serve the lowliest and most 
obscure members of his diocese. He still wore his shabby 
black robes; he fared frugally; he trudged through the land, 
generally on foot, sometimes riding an ass. 

Great, exceeding great, was his charity, and as when he 
was a soldier of Caesar he had stripped himself of his knightly 
cloak to clothe a naked beggar, so when he was a soldier of 
Christ’s, a prince of Christ’s Church, he denuded himself. of 


. 


clothed man. Martin drew him aside into a small cell close 
to the church and, there no other garment being available, the 
Bishop of Tours removed the white tunic he wore beneath his 
vestments and placed it on the thin shoulders of the shivering 


beggar. 
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Tor a short time St. Martin lived in this small cell, but later 
on he went to Martmoutier, on the banks of the Lore, and 
founded there the famous monastery, Majus Monasterium. 
To him came many saintly and learned men, and amongst 
others our own St. Patrick. 

‘Tradition tells us that the zealous Apostle of Ireland was a 
kinsman of the holy Bishop of Tours, and, hearing virtue and 
learning flourished in the wonderful monastery on the Loire 
side, Patrick resolved to visit his cousin and, sitting humbly 
at the Bishop’s feet, drink in and absorb the essence of his 
piety. 

Sailing from Ireland, Patrick landed at Bordeaux, and from 
there journeyed to Poitiers and, coming onward, crossed the 
Loire, floating on his cloak, a few leagues westward of Tours. 

He was weary and travel-stained, so he laid himself down to 
rest under a blackthorn tree. It was mid-winter, the ground 
was covered with snow, and the tree was, of course, leafless. 
But while Patrick slept the branches blossomed and were 
covered with white flowers, and they effectually sheltered the 
sleeping man from the cold and bitter wind, so that his slum- 
ber was pleasant and undisturbed. 

St. Patrick spent about three years at Marmontier, and, 
having said farewell to his kinsman, he returned to Ireland. 

St. Martin during the remaining years he abode on earth 
went about doing good and working marvellous. miracles. 
Like his Divine Master, he healed the sick and gave sight 
to the blind. He comforted the afflicted; he cast out demons, 
and he raised the dead. 

Martin spent most of his time in his cell on the Loire bank ; 
occasionally he rode forth on his ass, his staff in his hand, 
to visit his gradually increasing diocese, and at last his strenu- 
ous life wore to its peaceful close in beautiful Marmoutier. 

Martin died in the eighty-first year of his age, on Sunday, 
the 8th November, 397. His feast is kept on the rrth of 
November, that of his ordination and the translation of his 
telics on the 4th July, and the one celebrating the recovery 
of his relics, and called Relatio, on the 13th December. 

St, Martin is one of the sweetest and gentlest of the saints, 
the poor man’s friend, the champion of the forlorn and down- 
trodden toiler. ‘Through love and kindness he won all hearts ; 
he understood and helped all sorts and conditions of men; 
and after sixteen centuries his memory is still green, and we 
take him to our hearts, claim him as our own, afid confidently 
seek his intercession. 

LouisE M. STACKPOOLE KENNY. 
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SLOIRe AN RIS. Seo paroi eile 4 

náa wosoine nudif 4 
an puaro na nÊ ann. mie 

Föne 00’n Atat, SLO pe ocr Mac, 

Sige *oo’n Rig Naota, 

Fiáine wora tioman an ‘énor ` 
Ip é annum na Daomne. 

Motaò mop tei an Rés Coir 
Si Muge Métaip fora. 

I a Mago: an na potre, 

ip a Margo an na Slee 

Ip leac pgntòim mo ċayaoro 

An mavoin agur Tpáů óns. 
Tcappaig paoi me compaid, 

Ip cuin mé an dn eof, 

ip emp mo porde Cun aicpse 
Se piv’ mé na V Opa, 

So ‘océ1d mé SO na Flaite op 
Ap fesd na Stoific. Amen. 


Ùi ‘a Daron peo Le clop 1 nga cú 
i va D ap an pwt 
AISLINS MUIRE.: osa i vpogtum 


n-uaipne “oul a 07149, 50 


brit agur mait anay te 


viod zo mine 1 mbesL_ato 
Di an bacils 04 Labaiqe 


ge agur 1 nga batt ague 
é DA NTDEdNFAD! na AONE 
agur i peaipesd ar fuaro 


na nip aun afir. 


Aypurs éun Mune paor Fi ac, 
Cup Ogro psor 7n-s ONAT, 
Cun Miċeát psor n-A PCIe, 
Cain Dia paor n-a N-C ATIC, 
Voip, mé agur HAC uite olc, 
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VWI mé asur aoit na scnoc, 
Voip mé agur pluag prides 

oit mé agur bár ppeic, 

Toin mé agur peannait psosatea 
ASET Ip mé agur an-cumacca an Aipipedpia. 


” 


. o . . . . ° 


. C 3 . ° 
I mó paropcaca vespa bi ag na peana-Saeveala 1 Scóip na 
AS DUL ACSODLAD.  n-oròċe agur ‘oeipiproip 140 te ponn. 
OS Teo ceann aca: 
turgim inpan teabard reo 
Map Luispeso inpan usib, 
Compad Dé of cionn mo Compard 
An mé 4 ċuniýim 
Azur an méro naé gemmnigim, 
Cuim 1010 Oå Láir DÉ 140 
1 gCatain na Tmonóroe. 
Agur reo ceann erte: 
Caitpe ĉúmnne ap mo teáabarb, 
Ceitjie n-amgte ap mo Lái Yer, 
Bavaim Dia man atai, 
Asur Mupe man Macain, 
Flaiteap Dé map Dudlsap 
ASup O1ilemsim Do’n Arpipedipt 
Cuim cujmne Dé 
Or cionn me ċumrmne påm. 
0, 4 upe ’sup a Magon po-gtoprnap 
Tadap Hom padane Af ‘00 eagla agur sN DO móp-ĉomaĉTta. 
Solay na Soiltre ager padane na cpiondroe, 
Asup S4pca na fordne 1 n-agaiy na héAScos'a- 
PAIDIR AN GEAMPAILL. OS reo paroip 4 Veippead na reana- 
‘oso0ine Aji feicpinc 0610 Tecmpadll no 
Tig an pobait: 
5o mbeannugid Dia OT, 4 teampaill Dé, 
Agur 50 mbesnnursrd Tú fein vom; 
Bo mbesnning1d, béat Dé agur an å Arpol 0645 aguy an 
Tmonoin naomta wom ; 
50 mbeannugró ouic, 4 Cpo wuinedn ilir, Ginn, 
Sao pinn aguy an cine Vaona 50 h iomlán. j 
Impróe aguy stcuinse acé mé 4 ’rianparò OnT rinte an an Scporr, 
Ban pmat peacard PAsait an manam 
ACE Leasainc ap mo colann 
Man bda i pinne an Corp. e 
Cc 4p mo Dpoc-pmasonecid. 
ASur an mo poć Sniorhs pcarv 
ASup mo operteanmaip aitmýe. Amen. 
Ip cpuas 5o put na peand-paropieaca Aitre reo 45° 1mteacc 
WAIN,  TApyaim ap na aome óga 14°0 ‘o’fosluim Agur 140 Do 740 
§O COICO1ANTA MAN IP 1ONNTA ATA CHleroeam agur aigne nas nDaeveat 
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A Blessed Gabriel 


A r Boys 8- Girt 


DE Z 


A Literary Circle for Voung Readers of 
“Thie Cross” 


Conducted by Francis. 


RULES OF THE GUILD. 


I. The Guild of Blessed Gabriel is a literary circle open to boys and girls 
under 18 years of age. 7 

II. The members will be expected to spread devotion to Blessed Gabriel or 
Our Lady of Sorrows, by practising the virtues of purity, charity, and truth, 
and by living lives worthy of him who is to be their model and guide. 

III. They will at all times observe the conditions under which the competition 
will be held. 

IV. They will endeavour to bring as many new members as they can into 
the Guild of Blessed Gabriel. i 


HE dark November days are with us, and the lonely voice of the wind 
| as it sighs around the bare branches of the swaying trees pleads with 
us to think of our dead and to pray for the poor souls that at the 
present moment are being cleansed of all stain in the Purgatorial flames, that 
ate being made worthy of a place in the eternal Kingdom of God. Very often, 
I fear, we forget them—you and I and all of us. We loved them dearly in 
this life, we would sacrifice almost anything to bring them back again, even 
for one day, and yet, as we scamper through our hurried prayers we many 
a time forget the dear departed, forget the souls that call to us from the 
awful depths of the cleansing fire— ‘Have pity upon us, have pity upon us, for 
the Hand of the Lord hath touched us.” For our own dear dead, and for all 
the suffering souls, let us pray during the month of November and every day 
afterwards, and beg of God to give them freedom and eternal rest. They 
will remember us in our day of need and repay us generously for the help we 
give them now. = Pray for the suffering souls to-night. 


If the singers of the Guild were to learn all the words of praise that are 
written about them in their fellow-members’ letters—and 

Our Poets. especially about one little songster—I wonder would ‘they 

a become spoiled and fall: victims to the malady known as 
“swelled head’? I don’t think they would. © Honest praise has never 
injured any right-minded person; it.is dishonest flattery or too bitter criticism 
that does the harm and wrecks many a' promising life. I have got several 
sweet poems! from our poets, but if I were to publish all of them, there would 


Minton it oe 


aan z 


DIEAS 


ee a 


222 THE CROSS. 


be no place for anything else in the Guild. I hope they wiil send me 
some- 


thing sweet and seasonable for next month. Lilian M. Nally sin 
‘ gs i— 


Hurrah! hurrah! for our ancient sireland 
Crown of the ocean, beautiful Ireland ‘ 
Hurrah ! for the land of patriots bold Í 
Poets, musicians, and sages old. f 


Poor, ordinary, every-day mortals lik 
o i ike us! How we should i 
ot ght RE MEER who are being immortalised een ms y 
on NOL Fess ve we cannot all be famous. From a long “ag 
iad A itle The Priest’s Mother,” I cull the following rant Ne 
Heaven-sent joys surround her 
Upon that festal morn, 
As the sacred rights of priesthood 
Her dear son’s brow adorn, 
O ye angels fair, re-echo 
3 The fullness of her praise 
To the great, eternal Godhead 
In rapturous, joyous lays. 


God bless all hóly mothers 

Who give their sons to God 
Thrice-blest above all others i 

Is the saintly way they’ve trod; 
O Ireland! sing your praises : 

For Irish mothers, too, 
Who give us Irish soggarths 

So valiant and so true! 


p. es f Le) 
A couple of vers rom other members of the Guild have reached me this 


I am in an awful state of nervousness. I fear it will be almost impossibli 
possible 


to avoid a conflict of i 
ee of the various for i 
y Post Bag. pti unless the approach of the POBA, R ne 
A a R: o -will brings with it a message of peace Pii ipa 
eames ant Rita Carlos :—“ How delighted I was wh I ashe 
eee of Sha ae No., and saw Commandant Lilian Nall Lagh o 
pee steadied ; Ba y too ready to form an alliance with that ited inl, 
Dee a, re a rp ale and surely, Francis athe a ps 
ene » uni y the noble bond of friendshi i / 
ee ie nonche Droghedians. Well aay iad or: of pec 
PaT P PRR to combat the bard Westerns j Tir REAA igh 
oA See tela ee S a hain ui a of our illustrious ait 
5 m i > 
a 5 an es 2 tecruits. Here they ayes, WE OAT Da sa ARA 
nder i FA 
on alte laces Vivi Carlos.—Pauline Callan, Alice Callan, John Davi 
vee S, eleen Browne, Kathleen Flanne Berti ; AMan 
ne, Collie Hefferon, Eva Ruddy. areke ania K 9 


Under Captain Ma 
9 y Healy.—Th i 
a Hesly, Marj. Hegarty, Piet pee Healy, Jim Healy, Sadie Healy, 


` A. McDonnell, Molly K. Monnelly. i siaa E ei a 


Under Captain Claire d 

e Burgo.—Christi i 

jee 8 SAFA bria nie eaa Keane, Celia pon bile ae ete Snag 
il r ptain Eileen Cafferty. y 

Tynan, Constie Tynan, Nellie Seaton eng it 8 «aN a 


ndor Capt: n Ki y= bi ’ 
U J ai tty Mur . s y phy 
! " ph Eddie Murph ’ Jim Murph , Marie Murphy 
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Under Captain Lottie Armstrong.—Lily Byron, Violet Hearns, Kate Tuffy, 


Lillie Crosby, Charlie Armstrong. i i iy: 
Under Captain May MacMahon.—Alicia Kelly, Mary McCann, Eva Timlin, 
Flo Timlin, Annie Kilduff. 
Under Captain Noel Carlos.—Jim Gallagher, Martin Timlin, Tom Healy, 
Michael Gaughan, Pat Judge, Stephen Cafferky, John Cafferky. $ 
And here is a communique from Eilis Seoighe, which will give you an idea 
of how things are shaping themselves in the Capital :—* Commandant Nally 
has bidden me inform you that our battalion will soon be ready for active 
service. Roscomain is inustering a second battalion on our behalf. We hope 


to have them in full military trim next month.” And following upon these 
ontinous declarations comes the following from the Commandant herself :— 
“ We welcome Maitiu O Muireadhaigh to our ranks, and feel sure that he, 
before long, will be the gallant Captain of a company worthy of him. of 
course we knew that wily Commandant Ada O'Neill was doing more than 
herding stolid cows and silly sheep. She and her Allies fill us with admira- 
tion of their tactics. Quite recently we have been on Ada’s territory 
(travelling incognito), taking the lie of the country. We viewed the fort of 
St. Mary’s from every military standpoint, but we came away with the 
impression that one Dublin fortress is equal to all Drogheda’s strongholds. 
Westward, also, have we been reviewing the troops and recruiting with great 


success. Connacht abú!” The ominous silence that reigns on the North- 
r der how and where 


Eastern front is another source of anxiety to me. I won 
it will all end! I fear I shall have to exercise a rigid censorship over the 
Guild letters in future. Very many of the Dublin members have written 
beautiful letters this month describing the funeral of ‘Thomas Ashe. 
Writes Chrissie Burke .—“ Tom Ashe’s death will not have been in 
vain. Kneeling before the great White Throne of God he will plead 
his loved Ireland’s cause and God will hearken to his: prayer, as He 
has always hearkened to those who commend their cause to Him.” And 
in the course of one of the finest letters that have come to me in the Guild 
Eilis Ni Riain writes .—“ I think his funeral was one of the most imposing 
sights I have ever witnessed. Loved in life, he was not forgotten in death. 
And O, it gladdens my heart to see so many of the priests of our land assemble 
to pay their tribute to one who was worthy of such honour. I am sure in the 
month that is approaching many 4 prayer will be offered for his soul.” We 
have the pleasure of welcoming some new members into the Guild this month. 
From Donaghpatrick, near Navan, comes Lillian Sheridan, who promises, if 
her first contribution may be taken as an indication, to be one of our leading 
members yet. From pretty little Laytown comes Cait Ni Dhubhshlaine 
(Catty Delany). from Belfast comes Maureen McNally, and from Carrig, 
Rathdrum, comes Maire Clarke, whose newsagent never gets ‘‘ The Cross yt 
in time to allow Maire to compete. A hearty welcome to each and all of them! 
I am sure we shall have the pleasure of congratulating them on good work 
done many a time in future. My dear friend, Mary Rennie, who never forgets 
me, writes one of her characteristic letters, full of admiration for her fellow- 
members and kindly wishes for the Guild and for my own lucky self. I am 
looking forward to her long letter next month, I was delighted to receive a 
letter from Kitty Sinnott, whom I welcomed into the Guild last month, I was 
sorry to hear about her poor father’s death. May God have mercy on his soul. 
Margaret P. Keogh pays a tribute to two items in last month’s Guild :—‘ The 
prize was well won this month; the essay was beautiful. On the night I 
received ‘The Cross,’ the first thing I read aloud was the poem by Lilian 
Nally. When I had finished I found everyone in tears. We all knew and 
loved little Mollie.” Could any tribute to a poem be higher than the tears of 
sympathetic hearts ? 


(1). All newcomers will please write a personal note to Francis, apart 
from their competition papers, asking to be admitted to membership of the 
Guild. (2). Always put your name and address on your competition paper. 
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whether you send a letter or not. (3). Orders for copies of ‘‘ The Cross,” 


etc., and all business letters should be sent to the Manager. 


For the best short essay on ‘‘ Winter Nights in Ireland,” the prize is 

awarded to Margaret M. Partridge, Convent School, Mount- 

The Awards. rath, Queen’s Co. Very good essays were sent by Eilis 

4 Ni Riain, Lillian Sheridan, Winifred J. Tobin, Maureen 

McNally, Eilis Seoighe, Frances Sheridan, Maureen Dwyer, Lizzette Whitehead, 
Maggie Bowden, Rita McAllister, Kathleen Bowden and Monica Kierans. 


For the best letter on ‘‘ Our Duty to the Suffering Souls,” the prize is 
Members awarded to Angela Toner, Presentation Convent, Drogheda. 
under 12. I am sorry I cannot find space for her very nice letter. 


CHRISTMAS COMPETITIONS. 


I.—For Members over 12 and under 18 years of age. 

A handsome book prize will be given for the best short essay on.‘‘ Is the 
Giving of Christmas Gifts Undesirable? ° A Special Prize will be given to 
the writer of the second best paper. 


iII.— For Members under 12 years of age. 
| A handsome book prize will be given for the best ‘‘ Letter to Santa Claus.’’ 
A Special Prize will be given for the second best letter. 


Competitors will please remember the following rules :—-All competition 
papers must be certified by some responsible person as being the unaided 
work of the competitors. They must have attached to them the coupon 
which will be found in this issue (one coupon will be sufficient for all the 
members of a family), and must be written on one side only of the paper. 
They must be sent so as to reach the office not later than by the first post 
on November 14th. Ail letters to be addressed: Francis, c/o ‘‘ Fhe Cross,” 
St. Paul’s Retreat, Mount Argus, Dublin. 


OUR PRIZE ESSAY. 
‘* Winter Nights in Ireland.” 


Our dark Rosaleen, land of charm and haunting sweetness, entwines 
around the pulsing hearts of her children the binding fetters of* love and 
fidelity. With this sweet bond she gathers close to her maternal heart the 
joyous, exultant troop of youth and vivacity, safe she keeps her loved ones 
within the luminous mantle of her purity, shielded from the loathsome, vile 
haunts of sin, where soon, ah very soon, the frank, innocent mirth would 
droop and wither ‘neath the scorching breath of iniquity and crime. 

What is the wondrous charm which endears queenly Motherland to her 
children ? Is it the beauty and splendour of her green, fruitful meadows, 
‘dancing, glistening streamlets, broad stately rivers, or the thrilling lays of 
Heaven’s orchestra—the birds—that cast their magic spell over the hearts 
of her loved ones? Yet, beautiful, as she is regal and queenly, though she 
appears, it'is none of these bountiful gifts that weaves the web of loyalty 
land love. It is the appealing simplicity and charm of her home life which, 
like.a golden chain, holds fast the tender love and remembrance of her sons 
and daughters—especially those who have gone from her protecting embrace 
and lived many years in the land of the stranger. With what fond longing do 
they glance back o’er the rugged path of Time to the glorious care-free days of 
youth; in a misty panorama they behold once again the sweet days of love 
and companionship, the innocent sports and frolics that were theirs. Is it 
ahy wonder that their hearts sigh for the absent land—that land) whose 


«atmosphere breathes of /holiness and sanctity? 


The Irish home has a distinct charm which enfolds it and endears it to 
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eaks the warmth and hospitality 
beautiful in their love and faith, 


ighest conception, 


j d snugness besp 
ll hearts. Its cosiness an r : 
of its inhabitants. The happy family circle, 


i ic f the true home in its h 0 Ut 
ai i eee aie dreary nights of winter that the Irish home is s$ 
is during ; 


i ith i ite tless walls 
i y-rat kitchen, with its white, spo a 
i . Picture the low-raftered i zi Amal 
oz in attetoninte tinware, lit by the ge \eenie peed ry eshte 
+ eerful b aze a athe ‘ 
hearth. Around the c ; ; meee! 
ee ue ae and father seated at each side of the hearth ee 
an a are seated on the floor, gazing with dreamy eyes a g 
e on : 8. 
wr Se ST ad z mhet E E AU the little gathering on the 
ight advances a few neig : Bis 
y eM naturally turns to the doings of the “erent wae 
“am ` Here, then, by the glowing fire, are heard or an s 
; f glowi ; 
rhich should ‘make learned politicians look to their te S. a a 
4 Love of romantic tales of the glorious days of neu oen S fe 
Spx always been a characteristic of our goon His i ie oe 
bain i g romantic 
inviti suitable for some stirring — s pii 
fi ane One can almost see in the dancing flames the boca KARE 
is pen of our native land. The younger members of the a han PAE 
wit life and vigour, are not content to remain sedately seate 
with i 3 


i a fters echo to the 
i hen floor is cleared, and the ra t 
e aap mar pee the laughter and merriment of youth. The 


S i S! es her 
bus housewife scruples to sit with her hands idly folded, pe she resum 
Boing “though now and again she gazes dreamily—thinking, no doubt, of 
’ > > 5 5 


i f the fire. 
ing nee and sad—into the golden glow o Í i 
s, aie the chat by the fireside ceases, the Sp a ee eae 
is y caas, See 
ied by many a ‘f beannact eat ~, 
fake hie beaks out of his pocket. At this all frolic ceases, as young ax 2 
kneel reverently to recite that beautiful prayer dear to every Irish er a 
muite Thus does the Celt end his day by praising 2 Sse 
er Lad the Queen of Heaven, Is it any wonder, then, wat? s 00 gs 
felanda with a loving glance, and protects in a sy lees pg t 
3 i tance of our own la a 
Green Is'e? Now that the impor 1 
ie coatised ag a necessary factor for true nationality, one RN 
ici i it during the coming season y 
te a hearty, earnest revival of it during t ‘ 

Be those dark eats months are spent in this ee pants ag 
i i f barren and unfruitful, ho w ce 
will no longer deserve the epithet o vha yeu Sa 

i i is ti the seeds of nationality v A 
i seeing that during this time are sown j nony 
i they “blossom, shall live forever to beautify and adorn the glorious: 


beauty of the land of Dark Rosaleen. MARGARET M, PARTRIDGE. 


ringing steps of the dancers, 
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Passionist Chronicle. 


Missions and Retreats.—The Pas- 


sionist Fathers have recently given 
Missions and Retreats at the folowing 
places :—St. Paul’s, Belfast, Fathers 
Francis, Herbert and Ignatius; Holy 
Cross, Belfast, Fathers Egwin, Richard, 
Mark and Cornelius; Ligoniel, Belfast, 
Father Columban; Clogherhead, Drog- 
heda, Father Ephrem; Tubbercurry, 
Father William; Carbury, Fathers 
Berchmans and Ignatius; Tartaraghan, 
Father Sebastian; Cheltenham, Father 
Ambrose; Randalstown, Fathers Ber- 


served in the Basilica of SS. John and 
Paul, Rome, with great splendour and 
accuracy of ritual. The Basilica itself 
has many glorious and hallowed asso- 
ciations. Founded by St. Pammachius, 
a wealthy Roman Senator in the fourth 
century, it was restored by Popes 
Adrian I. and Leo IlI. in the twelfth 
century. In it reposes the bodies of 
St. Saturninus, SS. John and Paul, the 
twelve Martyrs of Scillium, and St. 
Paul of the Cross. In the adjoining 
Retreat St. Macarius, St. Paulinus of 


Interior of the Basilica of SS. 


nard, Richard and Augustine ; Roscom- 
mon, Father Richard; Cleator, Fathers 
Antoninus and Herbert; St.. Ma‘achy’s 
College, Belfast, Father Linus; South- 
ampton Training College, Father 
Malachy ; Mount Sackville, Chapelizod, 
Father Richard; Nazareth House, 
Hammersmith, Father Xavier; Bicker- 
ton Road, London, Father Xavier; 
Lavey, Co. Cavan, Fathers William, 
Ephrem and Augustine. 
* * * 

Basilica of SS. John and Paul, Rome. 
~The Go'den Jubilee of the Canoniza- 
tion of St, Paul of the Cross was ob- 


John and Paul, Rome. 


Nola, St. Savinus, St. Heliodorus, Pope 
St. Innocent, S. Zozimus, St. Leo the 
Great, and St. Hilarius resided. The 
Retreat and Basilica were given to the 
oe in 1735 by Pope Clement 

On 18th October Masses were cele- 
brated at the Shrine of St. Paul of the 
Cross from 5 a.m. to 11 a.m. Amongst 
those who came to honour the saint 
were Monsignor Mignioni, Private 
Chamberlain to the Pope, as the repre- 
sentative of His Holiness; Cardinal 
Vico Antonio, Monsignor Sacci, Major 
Domo of the Vatican, Archbishop Erio, 


* 
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Most Rev. Father Murray, General of 
the Redemptorists, and the Generais of 
several other Orders, and a large num- 
ber of prelates. 

At 9.30 Solemn High Mass was 
celebrated by Very Rev. Father Salva- 
tore, Acting General of the Passionists. 
Very Rev. Father Hilary, C.P.,. Con- 
sultor-General, the community of SS. 
John and Paul, and the students of 
Propaganda assisted at the ceremonies. 

+ * * 

Highgate, St. Joseph’s.—The Golden 
Jubilee of the Canonization of St. Paul 
of the Cross was observed with befitting 
solemnity. The music at the High 
Mass was rendered by the boys of St. 
Aloysius College, under the direction of 
the Brothers of Mercy. The panegyric 
of the saint was preached in the even- 
ing by Fathet fidelis, and the Papal 
Benediction given by Very Rev. Father 
Malachy, Rector. 

During the day large numbers of the 
faithful visited the Church in order to 
gain the Portiuncula Indulgence, a 
privilege granted by His Holiness the 
Pope in connection with the Jubilee 
celebration. 

The Young Men’s Club have ar- 
ranged to give a concert in aid of the 
Church Debt Fund, and we are grateful 
for the generous response to our appeal 
in aid of this fund. 

During October, on the Sunday 
afternoons, there was a procession 1n 
honour of Our Lady of the Rosary. 


€ * * 


Mount Argus, St. Paul’s.—The atten- 
dance at the course of sermons in pre- 
paration for the Canonization Jubilee 
of the Founder of the Passionist Con- 
gregation, was highly satisfactory, and 
evidenced the deep devotion of the 
clients of the saint. The preachers 
were—Rev. Father Hubert, Rev. Father 
Columban, Rev. Father Joseph and 
Rey. Father Brendan. 

Desirous of gaining the Portiuncula 
Indulgence, as well as participating in 
the ceremonies of the day, vast numbers 
of the faithful attended at St. Paul’s 
on 18th October. It was very edifying 
to witness the large number of Com- 
municants. There was Exposition of 
the Blessed Sacrament throughout the 
day, High Mass was celebrated, and 
in the evening the Papal Blessing was 
imparted to the vast congregation by 
Very Rev. Father Sebastian, Provincial 
Consultor, 

We are deeply indebted to the mem- 
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bers of the Altar. Society and their 
supporters for their admirable work in 
providing for the requirements of the 
altar. An appeal will be made on be- 
half of the Society on Sunday, 18th 
November, by Very Rey. Father 
Francis, C.P., Rector, 

A course of sermons on Purgatory 
will be preached by Rev. Father Igna- 
tius, C.P., at 7.30 on the Sunday 
evenings of November, ending on 
Sunday, 18th November. 

* * * 

Belfast, Holy Cross.—Most Rev. Dr. 
McRory, Bishop of Down and Connor, 
presided at the Solemn Celebration 
of the Canonization Jubilee of St. Paul 
of the Cross on Sunday, 21st October. 
The sermon on the occasion was 
preached by Very Rev. Father Egwin, 
Gar, 

A Children’s Mission was given by 
Father Mark from 7th to 14th October. 
On Sunday, 14th October, a three 
weeks’ mission was opened by Fathers 
Egwin, Richard and Cornelius. The 
attendance at the various exercises is a 
striking proof of the lively Faith which 
animates the Catholics of Ardoyne. 

The titular feast of the Church—the 
Exaltation of the Cross—was cele- 
brated with special solemnity on Sun- 
day, 23rd September. The celebrant 
of the High Mass was Rev. Father 
Richard; deacon, Rev. Father Augus- 
tine; sub-deacon, Rev. Father Maurice. 
The sermons, both morning and even- 
ing, were preached by Rev. Father 
Columban, C.P., Mount Argus, Dublin. 

* * * 

Glasgow, St. Mungo’s.—On the first 
Sunday of October—Rosary Sunday— 
there was a procession in honour of 
Our Lady. Spacious as the church is, 
the procession completely encircled the 
aisles. | Members of the Children of 
Mary’s Sodality carried the Statue of 
Our Lady, and a set of fifteen purple, 
white and red silken bannerettes, repre- 
senting the fifteen mysteries of the 
Holy Rosary, were borne by members 
of the Children of Angels’ Guild. 

The Sacrament of Confirmation was 
administered by His Grace Archbishop 
Maguire on Saturday, October 13th. 
Two hundred boys and girls from the 
schools, together with some adult con- 
verts, were confirmed. The children 
made a three days’ preparation for the 
reception of the Sacrament, under the 
direction of Rev. Father Louis, C.P. 

At the celebration of the Golder 
Jubilee of St. Paul of the Cross’ 


Canonization His Grace Archbishop 
Maguire presided and preached at 
_ Solemn High Mass on Sunday, October 
f t. There was Exposition of the 

Blessed Sacrament throughout the day, 
and at the evening devotions Rev. 
_ Father Boniface, C.P., preached. 

3 * * * 
= Harborne, St. Mary’s.—On Rosary 
Sunday there was a splendid attendance 
at the procession in the evening. A 
special sermon was preached by Father 
Theodore, C.P. 

The congregation of St. Mary’s, by 
their attendance on 18th October, 
showed how much they appreciated the 
privileges attached to the celebration 
of the Golden Jubilee of the Canoniza- 
tion of St. Paul of the Cross. On Sun- 
day, 21st October, sermons on St. 
Paul were preached in the morning, 
at High Mass, by Father Thomas, 
_C.P., and in the evening by Very Rev. 

Father Antoninus, C.P., Rector. 

Amongst the many friends of Arch- 
bishop McIntyre who will rejoice on his 
return to Birmingham, none are more 
gratified than the Passionist Fathers, 
who in the past received much kindness 
from him. 

`- At the Cleator (Cumberland) mission 

given by Fathers Antoninus and Her- 

bert, large numbers became affiliated 
with the Confraternity of the Cross and 

Passion by being enrolled in the black 

Scapular. 

y Very Rev. Father Malachy, C.P., 

Rector, Highgate, London, will preach 
special sermons in St. Anne’s on Sun- 
day, 28th October. 

* 


* * 
Broadway, St. Saviour’s.—The cele- 

brations in honour of the Go!den Jubilee 

of the Canonization of St. Paul of the 


Cross were held on Sunday, 21st 
October. Solemn High Mass at 10 
o’clock. During the day there was 


Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament, 
and in the evening, after the service, 


THE CROSS. 


the Papal Blessing was given by the: 
Vicar, Father Ambrose. Father: 
Stanislaus preached at High Mass- 
and at the evening service. 

* * * X 

Enniskillen, Blessed Gabriel’s Re- 
treat.—Three additional novices—Con- 
fratres Rupert (Lennon), Gerard 
(O'Neill) and Conleth (Boothman), were . 
recently adinitted to Holy Profession, 
They have left for Mount Argus to 
begin their studies for the Priesthood.. 

On Sunday, October 14th, Father 
Anselm, C.P., concluded a course of 
four sermons on the Sacrament of 
Matrimony. 

There was an uninterrupted stream 
of visitors to our church from the sur- 
rounding districts on Thursday, Octo- 
ber 18th, to gain the Portiuncula Indul- 
gence on the occasion of the Golden 
Jubilee of the Canonization of our Holy 
Founder, St. Paul of the Cross. The 
Papal Benediction was imparted to an 
unusually large congregation at the 


| evening devotions by Very Rev. Father 


William, C.P., Rector. The Festival 
was solemnly commemorated on 
Sunday, 21st October. Special ser- 
mons were preached morning and 
evening by Father Angelo, C.P, 

* * * 


Carmarthen, St. Mary’s.—The Jubilee’ 
of our Holy Founder’s Canonization 
was kept with special solemnity at 
Carmarthen. Mass was sung at 11 
o'clock by Very Rev. Father Urban, 
Rector. After Mass the Blessed Sacra- 
ment was exposed for the veneration of 
the congregation, and devout wor- 
shippers kept watch throughout the day 
until evening devotions, at 6.30 p.m. 
Father Urban preached a special ser- 
mon on the spirit and work of St. Paul. 

Preparations are being made for a 
Christmas Concert and Entertainment 
to be given by the children of St. 
Mary’s Schools’ and others in the 
Assembly Rooms, Carmarthen. 


